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 We also went to see the Methodist minister and the manse they were building for 
him.  My brother’s friend was helping with it and took us over and introduced us to 
Mr.Chegwin, who was the first Methodist minister in Lacombe.  My father and brother, 
having finished buying supplies, started for our new home; riding in a heavy lumber 
wagon was a bit different from the soft cushions of the trains.  It seemed a long cold drive 
but my brother assured us it was only ten miles.  The road through the timber had not 
been cut then or opened up as the settlers called it.  A steady rain was falling and in spite 
of our rain coats we were chilled to the bone.  It was a very disagreeable ending to a 
tiresome journey we thought as we circled around sloughs and clumps of trees and 
bushes.  The horses never moving off a walk.  My father had insisted on putting our rain 
coats in one of the Gladstone bags and very thankful were we for their protection.  The 
trip home lasted four hours as there was no sign of a road, just a few wagon tracks.  The 
sun had set behind the hills and trees before we reached the head of the valley where my 
brother’s cabin was situated.  Mrs. Kilby, a kind neighbour, had cooked a hot supper for 
us and had a nice bright fire going in the stove.  The fire was the best thing I had seen, it 
seemed for ages.  After supper and a little chat, we thanked the neighbour for her 
kindness and retired for the night and slept like a top as we have been very much awake 
since 2 am.  The fresh cold air and long tiresome drive had made my sister and I very 
sleepy.  Thus, we made our debut into the Great North West. 
